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By John MmrtM 



,4T»HIS is Holey Peters' test day.* *** 
M wfcdau Mid to Detach*. Pat Jscksoc. 

■I'm calling him in ones. T- . « . bis ciethee 
and belongings."" Tbe *««•• pointed to the 
standard prtaoo storage beg. half opes ee his 
deak. 

Too you had to let him ge wt 6 nn t 
finding oat srhors ho slashed that twenty 
thousand dollars bo was scut op foe." Jackaoa 
said, lighting a dear. H« fingered Huleys 
clothes idly- They bad been takers/rate h-,m 
firs years before New alula? w»* being 
released. . 

The warden set bia jaw at the : c Selective 
That's your yob." be said speeulatrrelj and 
then cocked bia eye at Jacks—. "Of course 
Haley, always swore b« was innocent. Altar 
all. tboy didst « bad taw sough en bias. - 

-Ysab." rejoined Jackee^ dryly. "H« coo- 
atdarsd it aa insult that the jury didn't take 
his word. 

-You think bcU head for thai dough after 
he rets outr the warden asked. 

"He will if be didn't start a bra with It." 
the detective concluded, still turning e*er odds 
sad ends of Muley's dothee. 
' Use desk butter sounded aad Haley cease 
be, escorted by a cop, Haley Peters was a tall, 
(aunt man. one of the sort who look like 
preachers, but who spend their time and energy 
in triaao. Huley flared at Jackson who bad 
brdught bins to the B.g House ftee years 
before. 

Jackson murmured scnscihinguaiatelligibls 
by way of greeting, and turned away. He knew 
Holey bad as much use fee him as far a pint 
of arsenic. The warden said the usual pre- 
scribed piece to hfuley. handed him bia clothes 
bag aad the Are dollar cash issue- hfuley took 
.all the articles up without a word and west 
out. still escorted by- the rasp. * 
"You think bell go .:n.f : the warden 
asked, a sardonic gftn on bia face. 

"Oh. sure.'* Jackson said, ji Iting up. 'And 
just watcb ene fly out tbe wiodow using my 
ears for wings, too.*" 

"Why not have him shadowed r asked tbe 
warden wearily. ' • 

"Look, warden." began Jackson, "you've been 
seeing too aajay crjme monea lately. If a crook 
dodge a badge toter. all be 



has to do la wait. Sooner or later, the bed ft 
get* tired, ee wears out bis feet. Beside*, we're 
short-handed. So long." 

The warden waved, goodbye. Be had aeher 
buaiaosa to handle. There were echer crtanlaala 
eosides hfuley Peters. 

On the train into the big city, hfuley spotted 
Pat Jackson in tbe car behind ham within five 
minutes «sf the oaia't departure. Ho was on 
(his way to tbe parlor car. 

J season, looking at bins wwisneically. blocked 
Malay's any with a leg stock laaily out acmes 
the aisle. 

"Yen should have started out in the force. 
Huley." Jadkaoo said. 'You r, a- better Wood- 
bound than a bloodhound" 

-Okay." reentered Holey. "Drop that bun- 
dle of varicose veins. Jackson. I'm not wear* 
ing bracelets thjs time. And I'm going the 
other wey." 

The detective dropped, tbe barrier of bra leg. 
He looked after Holey with an air of faint 
amusement. 

At the depot, having aa hour to kill. Jackson 
decided to try it, anyway, and see whether 
shadowing Holey would do any good. But 
Holey loot him inside of ten minutes. Jackson 
sasiled sadly assd acknowledged Haley's aape- 
riority aa aa invisible man. 

Safe from observation pow. Haley sauntered 
tato a cigar store and dialed a number en s 
pbooe booth. He seeded money usickly. Tbe 
other end of the wire clicked open for business 
within seconds 

-HeUo-~Xrsmer?- Hulcy said. 
- The voice said: Tea. this is Kramer? Who 
la tW»r - -r«f 

"Holey Peters.- 

There wsa a pa wee at tbe other end of the 

wire. Then: "What is it you want. Huley*" 
Holey blew up. 

"You know what I warn. Krarnjer, Deal 

play dumbr* be growled. V 

The voice on tbe phone became insistent. 

"Hsybe you shotlld wah. Holey. It's too 
early. Soc neo ns may be following you.** 

Httuy laughed scornfully. 

'Someone did. Kramer. I lent him like a bad 
penny. I'm in the clear, Kramer. 1*11 be over 
in half an hour!" 

"All right. Haley. Ill be waiting lor you." 
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He crowded down his fear and jiv f 

the eddr***— a slum area down near the 
terf rent, protected by the huddling boils'* 
rv Then be **; back and reflected, wilting ' 
a had km to pick do a run. If Kramer— 



lame would be 
the underworld. • 
behind bun and 
ert -eye* detected 
ugb of relief, Xa 
ursuit. He could 



.he'd ta 



td. And. to make dou! 
the back war- 
He stepped the cab a block iron Kramer* 
shop, doubled round the block and wended 
bis war through alley* to the back of the 
toes*. Muley opened, the back door cad went 
along the hallway art*. Thea he hatched 
softly at the rear entrance of the-ikwp. 

Kramer opeaed the door slowtj. He was ■ 
■mall, frail man who looked as- though be were 
made of .bread. His thin feature* and hand* 
were pasty white. « 
Hole* walked ta quickly aa Kramer opened 
* wear. 

'What's wrong? - Huley demanded. He took 
a folded square of cloth from a pocket and 
iheesd It in Kramer's face. 

"Here's the number." he said. "Re m e m b er . 
Kramer 

Kramer beckoned bim into a small ante- 
chamber. The walls were lined with safe*. 



dough you'd gotten sway i 
the risk to. double-cross you. Malay, 
money has been a comfort i 
comfort." 

Muley stared at him. bis fop 
of everything but a raging fury. Then 1 
face wrinkled in an ugly mask of hatred. 

-The boys won't like it * 
Kramer.** Haley said. They don't like 6 



luley." Kramer said. 

ruck dumb by surprise. Muley 

! into a chair. Then be found 



picked up when I got oat.'' 
and went high, screaming. 

The pawnbroker sanited thbt'y. He laoe* 
cated a violin resting against a comer of bis 
desk. ... 

"There if is. V Xramer began.."! was 

rather curious about it. so I opened the case' 
J left U h ero end I beard bow much 




r you 1 



Kramer's frail feature* twisted wflh 
ister — : . — i - ■ 

TYou're styrnied. Muley. Yea 
thing. Nee with your record on bath sides of the 
fence. The saTgatest fuse— -end you 11 wind tip 
back up ta the clink.** Kramer giirienl 1 Sold 
you it .was worth tot risk.** 

Muley looked at b>s handkerchief. He srepeed 
tt it Liberate on the floor. Kramer's eyes 
dropped. Then Muley suddenly kicked up and 
out. The toe of has shoe slashed the gun frees 
Kramer s band. Kramer staggered back, he* 
finger* taasbed Muley went jar the gun. bis 
bead bursting in hot revenge. Muley pointed 
the gas*. 

The gun barked twite. Sang the room with 
echoing roersi Kramer grossed *-d fell —and 
thea was sefn. Kramrr em* **ry. very dead. 
Matey Stood over him. he** thine heavily. 

"That * what deubfrcro**mg rats bka yoa 
i get r he screamed. 

"Goad rnedtcirie. too," coesmented a voice be- 
hind him. Muley started to turn, bat the voi c e 
reariaued "Drop that gun. Muley T There was 
the chek of a safety catch going off. Muley 
d r o p ped; the gun. 

when be turned round he saw it in Jackson's 
band. The eeiecuv* smiled grimly at the quea- 
bornng look on Muley'* face. Ks indicated 
Muier's handkerchief lying on the Bear. 

That wa» smart stuff. Malay, petting 
Xraeaer ■ pewa-tKket number an that handker- 
' chief to you wouldn't forget. ft. It looked ju*t 
like aa oraiiury Isuadry mark — to the* COO* 
who haaafJesf you/ case ere years ago." 

^-Vl OW dkf you trace dc Jackson." Muley 
MM asked, as the detective snapped bract- 
lets oct him. 

"I saw the mark lor the first time thia morn- 
ing—in the warden's office, on your handker- 
chief. I took It down, Muley. It looked a little 
to* long for a laundry mark. When I checked 
with oer files, I not iced that the number system 
matched Pop Kramer's. All pawnbroker's have 
la be registered at headquarter*, you know." 

Jackson paused, "poor Kramer." be seed. "His 
secret books aught to wake interesting reading. 
TbeyTl ten us what happened to that dough 
yoa stole. He should have kept his nose clean. 
Muley. Amd so tbouU yon.. You'll be ep for a 
r rap rJus time.** 
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